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Im in fucking love with Ax 


Sorry it is so rough and any stupid errors. | ran out of time and didn't get to proof it again like | wanted. 


The second the words came out of his mouth everything screech to a halt. The two radio hosts turned to him 
open jawed, the production crew froze where they stood and Izzy's publicist stared at him with wide eyes. 


Izzy ran the last few moments back through his mind. Well Fuck. He said that out loud didn't he? 
"Uh, you were saying you talked with Skid Row?" Izzy asked, breaking the dead silence. 


Shit, he was the one who just had a mind blowing epiphany that he blabbed across the airwaves- how was he 
the first one in the room to regain his composure? 


"LI. yeah-" 


Luckily the two Hosts weren't as quick witted as they should probably be, running a live show as they were, 
and simply awkwardly finished the interview as though he hadn't said anything out of the ordinary. Even as all 


the station's phone lines were blowing up. 


Izzy calmly completed the interview, walked out to his car, got behind the wheel then slammed his head against 


the head rest and uttered a heartfelt, "FUCK." 


Maybe he decided to quit drugs too soon. Of all the many, many incredibly stupid things he had done under the 


influence apparently it had nothing on what came out of his mouth when he was completely sober. 


‘Lam in tucking love with Axl." 
"l-I might be able to use this." 


Izzy turned his head to look at his publicist who was hovering by his open car window. He didn't realize the 


man followed him out. 


"Fuck you." Izzy said to him. Okay, that reply might have been a little uncalled for, but Izzy mostly felt 
justified. If it wasn't for the man he wouldn't have been at the interview in the first place. He turned it down 
because he didn't like doing interviews. He wasn't fond of them when he was part of GNR and once he left they 


became more than just a little unpleasant. 


No one interviewed him because they were interested in what he was up to, they were seeking him out to talk 
about his old band. He understood the reasoning, he knew he was the least interesting member until he quit 
which then made him a curiosity for a minute. But it didn't mean he liked it. All the questions and comments 
they made about Guns hurt. Talking about his bandmates was like pouring salt into a raw wound and made him 
angry and bitter. Yes, he was the one who quit, but it wasn't because he wanted to, it was because he had to. 
GrR wasn't what it once was. It wasn't a bunch of guys making music, but a bunch of drugged out (or in Axl's 


case, off his meds) egos making bad life decisions that were leading nowhere good. 


Not all that long ago he had thought for a moment that he had a handle on how they affected him- it had 
been over a year, after all, since he had quit and they needed help. He agreed to join the guys again for a few 
tour dates.. things were horribly worse than before. He barely stuck it through and was glad when Gilby came 
back. 


Now the tour was over and there weren't people at least pretending to try to keep them under control, he 


was almost sure that one day he'd get a call saying one of them was dead. 


The only reason Izzy rated a live radio interview was because all the GnR legal issues were back in the news 
again. The Steven suit, Axl's aftermath with St. Louis. Izzy did not want to do any interviews, but his publicist 
not so gently told him that if he wanted the label to continue fronting the cost for tours of his future solo 


albums he was going to do the interview. He should not let himself be manipulated into it. Should have said no. 


Almost did. 
‘Lam in tucking love with Axl." 


Outside the window of his car, Izzy's publicist was standing there mouth moving as he tried decide what to 


say. 


"Go fuck yourself" Izzy said calmly. There was nothing that man had to say that Izzy needed or wanted to 


hear. 
Izzy started his car, put it in gear and left him standing there outside the radio station 


Izzy didn't allow himself to think as he drove to his place. Thinking was for later. First he had to gather up a 
few things, grab the dog and get back on the road. Before he got to the door he could hear the phone ringing 
inside. He didn't pause for a second as he set himself on his self-assigned task. The entire time he was there 


the phone didn't stop ringing once. In the background he could hear his answering machine clicking on and off. 


He needed to get away for a while so he could sort out what the fuck was going on in his head. Once he 
figured out if what he said was true or not, then he would deal with the rest of the world. 


He had always loved Axl as difficult and impossible as he was, but was he actually in love with him? 


It all came together in a sudden realization that made perfect sense at that moment, but now Izzy wasn't so 
sure. Maybe it was just the absence makes the heart grow fonder and distorts things. He had the perfect 
place to go to try to work out the snare this thoughts had become. He would just take some time to write 
songs figure out his mind and let the gossip mongers find something new to talk about. Then once he knew his 


feelings he'd go back and deal with the aftermath. 


Two weeks later and Izzy wasn't any closer to figuring things out than he was when he arrived. He was much 
tanner from taking his four wheelers and dirt bikes out in the desert, but that was all. He wasn't even getting 


anywhere in his song writing. 


Everything was coming out uninspired. In previous visits he had wrote many songs while sitting in the carved 


wooden chair. This time it wasn't happening. 


Izzy sat fingering the chords for a previously written song when he noticed his big mix-breed mutt lift his 
head and perk his ears toward the door. Izzy stilled the strings with his hand and listened carefully. After a 
second or two he could hear the engine of a car coming closer. When the car pulled up in front of the cabin 
and the engine cut off the dog rose to his feet with a gruff woof and stalked to the door. The cabin didn't get 
many visitors being located out in the middle of the desert as it was. Just lost souls desperate to find their 


way back to civilization and the guy Izzy was leasing from checking up on him. The guy he leased from was a 


friendly old man who liked to stop by to make sure everything was good with the cabin and to keep Izzy 
updated on the weather whenever Izzy was staying. It was usually a nice break from Izzy's self-enforced 
solitude. The man was a fan of old county music played with a banjo. There wasn't much chance he'd recognize 
the name Izzy Stradlin as a rock musician, much less the Jeff Isbell who signed the lease. Possibly not even 
Guns N' Roses, though Izzy wouldn't hold his breath on it. This was the perfect place to run to ground until he 
could understand what was going on in his own head without microphones shoved in his face or constant calls 


from others. Unfortunately it just wasn't working. 


The dog barked a few times when the car door slammed shut and shoved his nose at the crack at the bottom 
of the door. Izzy waited until he heard footsteps on the deck before he put his guitar down and went to see if 


it was the old man. It didn't sound like his truck, but once in a while he came in his wife's car. 


By the time Izzy got to the door the dog had taken to sniffing at the bottom of the door with is tail wagging 
wildly and a happy whine coming from his throat. Izzy had to gently nudge him out of the way and give him a 
sit-stay command. Once the dog was sitting and behaving Izzy opened the door- 


-and his heart stopped. Complete utter standstill. 

He didn't- couldn't- breathe as he took in the sight of the person standing in front of him on the wooden deck. 
Axl. 

Overly large tee-shirt, worn jeans, large dark sunglasses and the sun gleaming off long red-orange hair. He was 
possibly the last person on earth Izzy expected or wanted to see. The dog took Izzy's frozen countenance as 
permission to do as he wanted and darted out the door to greet their guest. Izzy couldn't find the words to 
call him back. Wasn't even sure if he remembered how to speak. Axl crouched down to pet the big mutt and 
give him is due affection, but didn't divert his attention from Izzy. Izzy couldn't see his eyes through the dark 
sunglasses, but he could feel them. 

‘lm in tucking love with Axl" 


"No one knows I'm here." Izzy finally said once he figured out how to breathe again 


"Your mom does,” Axl said, hands still resting on the dog, still in a crouch at Izzy's feet. "She told me when | 


asked. She decided two weeks was long enough." 


Izzy watched Axls hands thread through the fur at the dog's neck and his hair tangled on the dog's ears as 
the dog buried his head against his chest in bliss. 


Its not" Izzy said flatly, but backed up and opened the door wider in invitation. Axl stood with one last pat to 
the dog's shoulder. 


This was Izzy's fucking life. Two weeks of mental wrangling to determine if the epiphany he had during the live 


radio interview was true or not. Two weeks. Then one look at Axl and he knew that he had been wasting his 
fucking time. What he should have been doing was determining what he was going to do about it. Not trying to 


convince himself it wasn't true. 
‘lm in tucking love with Axl" 


"You always did have a fondness for the middle of nowhere." Axl said as he entered the cabin. "I suspected this 
was where you ran off to- you talked about it enough." 


‘Its quiet" Izzy said, not surprised in the least that Axl remembered though he only mentioned his soft spot 
for the desert a couple times. Axl had the tendency to notice and remember things you didn't think he was 


aware of and not notice things that should be obvious. 


“It has the most beautiful sunsets in the world!" Axl quoted as he took in the luxurious but simple two room 


cabin. "It's nice | suppose." 


‘I've been leasing it for two years now." Izzy felt awkward with Axl. It was wrong. He should never feel 
awkward around Axl. It shouldn't be possible- it was just something that never happened. Only a little over a 
handful of months ago Izzy saw Axl and there wasn't any of this awkwardness. But then, back then he was 
frustrated and angry and didn't know he was "n fucking love with Axl" 


Oddly enough, having a sudden epiphany on live radio that spread like wildfire around the globe changed things a 
bit. Who would have guessed. 


Izzy picked up his guitar and seated himself back in the carved chair leaving Axl to wander around his space, 
dog following at his heels. Just settling the guitar on his lap settled Izzy's nerves and caused the anxiety to 
fade. He didn't know if it was the familiarity of holding a guitar while Axl paced or if it was because for two 
weeks straight he had been using the guitar as a talisman to protect him from uncomfortable thoughts. The 
latter probably explained why he had such trouble sorting out his thoughts and coming to terms with his 
feelings. He didn't mind loving Axl, he just wasn't sure he wanted to be in love with Axl..that caused 


complications. 


Axl moved away from the wall where he was studying the tasteful artwork that came with the cabin and 
dropped down on the over-stuffed couch across from Izzy. "Your publicist quit by the way." 


"He wasn't any good anyway." Izzy replied without missing a beat. Yes, it was irrational to still blame the man 
for what happened. No, it was not like the man could control what came out of Izzy's mouth. Yes, some small 


illogical part of Izzy still blamed his publicist. 


‘Ive heard you may need a new manager pretty soon as well" Axl said, scratching at his left forearm. "Getting 
inundated with calls and not being able to find you to talk to isn't making him happy." He paused a long obvious 
statement making pause, "Not that he is worth your time anyway, you'd be better off with someone else." 


"You are only saying that because you hate each other." 

"Yes, and that was why you chose him in the first place. | can't stand his deceitful ass." 
Yeah, Izzy had to give him that one. That was one of the reasons he went with the guy. 
"Could be" Izzy said instead of fully admitting to it. 


More pointed silence from Axl and Izzy had to look away to bite back a grin. When he did he noticed his dog 
peek around the corner of the couch and look between them. The dog then headed to the couch to put his 
head on Axl's lap. He probably decided he'd have better luck convincing Axl to quit scratching himself and 
scratch his ears instead than he would with Izzy since Izzy was hiding behind the guitar again. The dog made a 


good decision as Axl immediately began rubbing his ears. 


"What have you been up to? Other than hiding away and playing with your toys outside." Axl asked, talking 
about the 4x4 and various four-wheeler and motorcycles parked around the cabin. Izzy wasn't sure if he was 
purposely avoiding a certain subject or if he was planning on circling his way to the topic. It was hard to tell 


with Axl sometimes. 
‘lam sure you have heard what I've been up to lately." 
‘| meant other than turning the music and gossiping world to chaos." 


"That bad?" Izzy didn't exactly stick around after the interview and he purposely cut himself off from 
everything here. 


Axl laughed and shook his head in amusement. "Worse." 
"Is been two weeks, | thought it would start to die down by now." 
Even behind the large dark sunglasses Izzy could see Axl was unimpressed with his naivety. 


"You made the hosts for that station famous," Axl said, scratching at the back of his right hand as he spoke, 
"They are trying to grab and cling on to as much glory as possible. They will be gleefully retelling their story 
at every opportunity and they are only a small part of it. Everyone on earth who can possibly get any kind of 
publicity for it is doing everything they can to keep it alive." 


The dog nudged at the redhead's hand and Axl obliged by scratching at the fur around the dog's collar. 


Izzy ran his fingers down the guitar strings without any pressure so no sound resulted Chatting with Axl like 
this was nice. Something balled up tight within him was beginning to relax that he hadn't known existed. Izzy 
didn't really care about what the radio people thought or about what the rest of the media, fans or gossip 
mongers thought. He cared about what the man in front of him thought. They had a long friendship that at 


times ran hot and cold, but it was always there and would always be there no matter how sick of each other's 


faces and bullshit they were. Izzy didn't want to have fucked that friendship up. 


Not everything was alright though Axl was acting like this was some normal everyday visit. Even if it weren't 
for the elephant in the room they were talking around or for the fact that Axl hadn't wanted anything to do 
with Izzy not that long ago because he saw Izzy leaving GnR as a betrayal (which pissed Izzy off, of course, 
for many, many reasons), Izzy could see the signs that Axl wasn't nearly as confident as he was trying to 


appear. 


Izzy knew Axl about as well as anyone could know him. The sunglasses still on in the dim light of the cabin was 
a sure indicator he was feeling vulnerable. Izzy remembered when the temperamental redhead wouldn't meet 
anyone in the eyes unless he was at the end of his rope. Over the years he became better at making eye 
contact, but Izzy would bet everything he owned that if Axl didn't have the sunglasses as a barrier he would 
revert back to doing everything but looking at Izzy in the face. 

The other sign was the one Izzy couldn't ignore. The unconscious scratching was a sure indication that he was 
feeling distressed. 


"Are you okay?" 


Axl became still at Izzy's question and Izzy wished the sunglasses weren't hiding so much of his face. It was 


difficult enough to figure out what was rattling around in his head when you could see all of his expressions. 


"No." He finally said with a shrug and his hands began rubbing and scratching at the dog's head again- to the 


dog's ever loving delight. "But when have | ever been?" 

That was sadly true to some extent, but he was obviously less okay than usual. Izzy frown down at his 
fingering and refingered the cord to get it right. But maybe not, maybe he wasn't less okay than usual. Izzy 
hadn't actually seen Axl much. Even before he left the band one on one conversations with Axl had become 


rare. 


"And | am part of the problem." Izzy thought about everything he heard about Axl recently. Relationship 


problems, band problems, legal problems. Just about everything problems. 
"Yes." And that was a very definite yes. 


Izzy had to smile because, ouch, that was so much an Axl response. Axl tended to be brutal and not likely to 


couch words to spare feelings. 
‘Only a small part though," Axl clarified after a second, "and it isn't about what you said in your interview." 


"Sure it is." Izzy refuted mildly, "You have been off tour for months. You haven't returned any calls, yet now 


you are going out of your way to track me down? Only one thing changed since then" 


Axl didn't reply immediately. He remained silent as he looked at Izzy. Izzy really wished he could see his eyes so 
he could tell if Axl was simply trying to turn is thoughts into words Izzy would understand or if he was trying 


to work out what his own thoughts really were. 


"It isn't what you said," Axl said slowly, "The results, yes. There has been a sudden jump in people harassing 


me to make a comment and people wanting ‘emergency meetings’ that | have been ignoring. But-" 


Izzy stayed silent and let him continue. Axl looked down at the dog. "I am not sure | understand it? | tracked 


you down because you disappeared and.| need to know..are you really." 
Izzy rested his arms on top of the guitar and watched Axl stare down at his dog. "Yes." 
"Why? | am fucked up and out of everyone you should know better." 


"IFs not like | have a fucking choice in the matter. | just realized it not that long ago you know, but | don't think 


it is new." 
Sitting on the couch Axl just seemed so uncertain, disbelieving maybe. 


Izzy put the guitar down an approached the couch gently pushing the dog out of his way. He reached out and 
pulled Axl's sunglasses off so he could see his gray-green eyes and crouched where the dog had been sitting. 


Axl met his eyes and Izzy felt a rush of relief. 
‘Lam in fucking love with Axl." 


Izzy was not going to allow it to remain unspoken between them. They had to clear the air on this. "I am in 
fucking love with you. | have always loved you because you are one of my best friends, but | have recently 


realized that | am in love with you as well and | am still not sure how | feel about it. Does this bother you?" 
Axl didn't break eye contact and his face had relaxed. "No, but | do think it means you are stupid” 


"Good" Izzy squeezed one of his knees and moved to sit beside him. "But make no mistake. | may be stupidly in 
love with you, but | am still very fucking angry with you over Guns n Roses. And you are probably still angry 
with me over the same shit so we are going to need to talk" 


The future wasn't going to smooth sailing in the least, but Izzy felt lighter than he had in a long time so 
maybe the damn interview wasn't that bad of thing. If it wasn't for the interview Axl would never have come 
to him and who knew when Izzy would have finally got over his bitterness to go pounding on Axl's door to 
force him into interaction. Would he have ever realized that he was in love with Axl or would it always just 


silently weigh him down? 


Axl shook his head and smiled that smile that made Izzy's stomach flip and caused him to wonder how he 
didn't know he was in love with the man before now. "I can only be angry with you when you are not around" 


"Axl" 
Axl laughed, "We will take this slow. Which will include talking and figuring this shit out" 
That was all Izzy could ask for. 


"But first," Axl added, "we need to work out what to do about the shitstorm you caused. If | have to fucking 
deal with it, you are going to well have to fucking deal with it too." 


Well fuck. 


Intermission | 


Author's Notes: 
This is Intermission |. From what | can tell there will be Intermission II then the final chapter. With any luck | 
will figure out how to do away with Intermission Il as it is mostly a bridge to to the final chapter 


"What the fuck, Izzy. Did you lose your senses when you went clean? Axl? The one we know? | am not sure 


there is another one in this world. | am hoping not, because... argh." 


Izzy smiled against the receiver of the phone. That was the exact reaction he expected from Slash. "The world 


cannot handle another Axl. It would implode if there were more than one." 
"You sure? It don't sound like you are madly, deeply in love with him." 
"Yes" 


"Well, whatever man, do what you do." His voice trailed off for a second. "I'll make sure to send you a 


sympathy card sometime." 


"I felt | owed you a call since | am making life shit for you." Slash was his fourth call of the day following his 
wife, his mother, and Duff. Unlike what most would probably expect the call to his wife was the easiest. She 
took it in stride, completely unsurprised, but less than thrilled about how he revealed it to the world She had 
stuck with him through all his shit while he was getting and staying clean. Afterward they quickly realized that 
they didn't really love each other as much as they originally thought and had been living separate lives since. 
They were still good friends and he figured they'd remain married until she found someone else she wanted to 


marry or she started spending too much of his money. His mom however.. 


"Nah man we've all decided to take Ax's lead if asked. He pretty much shut them down on that last interview. 
What he said was actually kind of sweet." He paused. "Err.. but rough for you?" 


Izzy laughed. "No, we've talked. | had a good idea what Axl would say when asked. He said something similar to 
me. It's my fucking problem so if they want answers tell them they'll have to ask me and I'll answer when | 


feel like answering." 
"You've talked?" 


"Yesterday." Axl didn't stay long. It was a long drive back and there were legal meetings that even Axl Rose 
couldn't force to his personal schedule. He had to have done a lot of thinking during the drive as he did a brief 
phone interview with MTV as soon as he got home. It was calm, collected and thoughtful while at the same 


time telling the world to get the fuck off his back. Izzy didn't have a TV, but Duff already had a recording of 


it somehow. 


"Shit, he makes me crazy. There is all the shit he does then he turns around and says all those touching 
things." 


Izzy sympathized. The interview was completely honest and it couldn't have been better designed to drive Slash 
insane if he tried. Axl was sincere when he said that shit may come between them but he would always love 


all the guys who started Guns with him and they'd always have a bond from all they went through. 
"That's Axl for you." 


"No kidding." There was silence on the line, then a Slash asked with a slow guarded voice, ".Are you coming 


back?" 


Izzy wasn't sure what Slash wanted the answer to be or if Slash even knew what he wanted the answer to be. 
Izzy didn't know how much Slash had wanted him gone and how much it was being drugged to the gills and 
following Axl's lead. His and Slash's beginnings were rough, neither of them wanting to play together, then when 
they figured out how to get their music to mesh it was great. They didn't really have much in common that 
wasn't drugs or guitars, and Izzy dumped the drugs and their guitars were opposite ends of the spectrum. But 


they were brothers, which is all they needed to have in common, 


"No" Izzy said immediately, then had to revise his answer. "Maybe. | really don't know. Right now Ax and | are 
going to try to work out some of our issues, but the reasons | left Guns haven't changed. Those are entirely 
different issues that would need to be worked out separately before | would even consider wanting to come 


back. What are you up to?" 


"Not much. Lot of waiting. Waiting for Steven's shit to get done. Waiting for Axl to get through the St. Louis 
shit. Waiting to get started writing the next album. Your thing finally tipped the scale, | think The label decided 
to have us lay low for a while and aren't pushing as hard for a new album until they get a handle on 


everything. They're giving us a little breathing space to figure out what we are going to do." 


Izzy was pretty sure he knew exactly what Slash was doing with the breathing space. If he wasn't so tired it 


would worry him. 
"Duff sounded like he needs it" 


"Yeah, we all do probably." Slash gave an irritated huff. "For a minute there they were saying they were 


backing out on his solo tour because all the shit going on" 


Duff had told Izzy about it. About how they just sort of said it as a "by the way" in their meeting. About how 
Axl, already pissed off and not wanting to be in the building in the first place, convinced them to reconsider. 


Izzy imagined it was not pretty. Duff agreed that it hadn't been pretty, but that was Axl for you. It sucked 


when he used his force of personality against you but there was no one else you'd rather have at your back 
if he was on your side. He had no qualms about pushing his weight around for his friends. Even if he thought 
you going on a tour after the marathon one that just ended was quite possibly one of the stupidest ideas you 


ever had. 


Izzy agreed that it was stupid. He almost wished Axl hadn't fought so hard for it. Duff was not well enough to 


keep on touring. 
Fuck it, he was worried about all of them. 
"Take care of yourself Slash." 


"Yeah, you too." Slash's commitment to taking care of himself didn't sound very convincing to Izzy. lzzy didn't 
have a chance to comment on it though as Slash seemed to have a spontaneous thought. "Hey, maybe if Axl 
works shit out with you he will be bearable again." 


"What?" 


"You were the only one who could ever deter him from his most craptasic ideas and talk sense into him. While 
you were checking out Doug was weaseling in and trying to take your place. He is absolutely worthless. Less 


than worthless- he fucking encourages the shit." 


Duff had also mentioned reservations about the manager and whether or not he had the best interests of the 
band in mind. In Duff's opinion the man was too infatuated with Axl to realize he had bad ideas. Izzy was pretty 
sure they were both right, but Izzy was not going to get between Axl and the others. They'd all have to work 
out their own issues or they'd continue to be issues. Hell, he and Axl hadn't even worked out their own shit 


yet. He said as much to Slash. 
Slash laughed. And laughed. And really was it that funny? 


"You are going to stay out of this mess? You are in fucking love with Axl Rose. Good luck with that." He 


continued chuckling. 
Izzy groaned. Slash was probably right. 


Fuck his life. 


Actions Speak Louder 
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"Jeff, are you sure about this?” 
"Yes mom." 


‘Is this because of your infatuation with that boy? | knew he was bad news the first day you brought him 


home. He was trouble the day he was born" 


Izzy wasn't sure if he wanted to groan into the phone or laugh. His mom always had this knee-jerk reaction 
when she thought Izzy was going to do something stupid. It was like some buried reflex to blame Axl that 
came from when they were kids. It never made sense as Axl had never lead Izzy into trouble when they were 
young; and not only that, but she and Axl had been on great terms ever since she told Axl where to find him 
almost two years ago. They kept in touch and every few months had long deep meaningful conversations over 
the phone that made his mom feel special. It wasn't special, Axl could have long deep meaningful conversations 


with a rock, but they made her feel special and that was all that mattered. 
"Mom." Izzy said flatly. 
‘Sorry- | am just worried. | don't like hearing people say things about you and they are finally backing off." 


‘Is a done deal. Has been for a while now. | forgot to tell you since we were the middle of getting the album 
together." He actually had forgotten the divorce. Signing the papers was just a formality- just another paper 
signed amongst many at the time. He and his ex-wife only made it official because she was ready to play the 
part of the field that balked at dating someone with a wedding ring. Quite possibly everything from two years 
ago sped the decision up some, but it was going to happen sooner or later anyway. Izzy only remembered it 
now because Duff and his most recent wife had finally signed their own divorce papers. Izzy was absolutely 
fucking proud of all Duff had accomplished in getting sober and getting control back in his life after his 


pancreas attempted suicide. 


".. you forgot?" 
Izzy winced. Oops. "Hey, | hear someone knocking at the door." He lied. "I got to go." 
"Fine. Alright, we will talk later. Make sure to make it soon!" 


"I will" He agreed and made a mental note to call her in a few weeks. Surely that was soon enough, right? He'd 


have to pick a day when he was in LA and Axl was chatty. Then he could pass her off to him. 


It was with a sigh of relief that he hung up the phone. The last year and a half had been insane but ultimately 
worth it. All the new music for the Guns album was recorded and mixed. Just the last bit of mastering needed 
to be done before it went to press. Both he and Gilby, but mostly Gilby, recorded the rhythm guitar on it and 
Gilby actually got a couple writing credits snuck onto the album despite Axl's complete inability to write with 
him. A tour was planned and without any unforeseen obstacles Guns would actually have the album out well 
before the first date. Slash joked that they may have to hold back the release until after they played a few 
shows just for traditions sake. Despite Axl's angling, Izzy was not Guns' third guitarist and was not going on 
tour with them, but he had accepted the open invite to show up and play as he pleased. He wasn't sure if he 


pleased to or not. Maybe some of the more fun locations. 


Izzy closed his eyes and listened to the faint piano music coming from the other room. It was a slow wandering 
melody with pieces repeated over and over with little changes sprinkled in as Axl slowly felt his way through 


the burgeoning song. Izzy could already hear a guitar part weaving between the notes in his head. 


Izzy rose to his feet and made his way to the room. When he reached the doorway he watched silently as Axl 
poured himself into the music he played. Izzy's dog was dozing on the floor behind the piano bench. The dog 
noticed Izzy first and it was only the thumping of his tail hitting the bench that caused Axl to look up. Some 
days Izzy was sure his dog loved Axl more than him. Izzy also suspected Axl slipped him food whenever Izzy 
wasn't looking. 


Axl stopped playing and a quizzical frown graced his face as he look up at Izzy. The strangest thing about being 
in love with Axl was how it took him so long to realize it. Quiet moments like this had always made his heart 
catch. Izzy never pushed and only took what Axl gave him which was friendship and trust and a lot of 
confused and contemplative looks. Izzy didn't have a place of his own in LA since he sold the place when he was 
getting sober. Whenever he had business in the city he stayed at Axl's home. 

"You are already off the phone with your mom?" 

"Yeah." 

"How'd she take it?" 


"About how you'd expect." 


"Perfectly awful?" Axl asked in amusement. 
"OF course.” 


It was nice to see Axl so relaxed. He was about as okay as he ever got. He was at peace with the world around 
him at the moment if not ever at peace with himself. Izzy knew it wouldn't last long. The closer the tour came 
the more wound up he'd get- if he wasn't already agitated before then from when the new album was 
declared done by the others and yanked from his grasp. He wouldn't take meds regularly, but if Duff or Izzy 
shoved them at him (figuratively, as recovering addicts they knew better than to hold the pills) he'd take 
them. It was the deal they made. If Izzy and Duff thought Axl was giving too many shits then he'd take the 
don't give a shit pill Definitely not the best way to deal with it, but it was better than nothing and a sign of 


regained trust between them all. 


Of course it turned out that Slash was completely fucking right. There was no chance Izzy could completely 
get away from Guns once he admitted he was in love with Axl. Axl was a mess. The bad break up with 
Stephanie, the legal problems, the pressure from the label and the deaths and near deaths fo people close to 
him had him wound tighter than a drum and getting more and more paranoid by the day. Everyone seemed 
afraid of him and wouldn't talk straight with him. All this along with the strained relationships he had with 
Duff and Slash had him feeling his back was to the wall and isolated. At that point Axl was systematically 
shutting everything out of his life that wasn't Guns. 


Then Duff nearly up and died on him. Axl freaked out in his strange Axl way. Guns was Axl's life. Duff dying 
would have meant not was Duff gone, but that only Axl and Slash would be left from the orginal partnership. 


Axl and Slash were having creative and personal differences which distressed him enough without the added 
pressure of Slash being in tight with Matt and Gilby- neither of whom Axl had much connection to. Axl was 
feeling isolated with his back to the wall- not a mentality that ever worked out well for anyone involved. Axl 
had a tendency to lash out when he felt threatened and damn the consequences. Duff and Slash didn't know 
how bad it got. How close, in his distraught and paranoid state, Axl came to making things, so, so much worse. 
The only thing Izzy could do was hope being someone Axl could trust and lean on would help him find his way 
back out of the hole he was sinking into. Well, that and encourage the newly sober Duff to get Slash and Axl 
together to talk about Guns. He figured if Slash and Axl could get their shit straightened out then Axl could let 
go a little and step back a bit from the crazy ledge. 


Many times during the first year and a half Izzy thought his life would have been so much simpler if he 
never realized he was in love with Axl. When he could have been hundreds, if not thousands, of miles away 
bitterly pretending he didn't care about Guns anymore he was instead allowing Duff to drag him up to 
Washington with Axl and Slash to a "Partnership Meeting" when he was no longer a partner to take part in the 
most unpleasant week he had ever experienced. Duff was sure Guns' problem centered around things getting 
twisted between them due to outsiders. He remarked that when the band was nothing they were talking about 
their vision for Guns day in and day out, but once Guns became a huge unwieldy beast they quit talking about 


their vision when they needed to talk about it more than ever. 


Duff collared Axl and took him up to Seattle a couple days before the scheduled time to prevent him from 
flaking out and Izzy went up together with Slash. Slash loved Guns as much as Axl did, though they had their 
disagreements. He went through hell to get clean for the trip. The trip to Duffs home in Seattle was to be a 
meeting of minds with no distractions to get their shit figured out. 


And it worked. 


The first few days were long, rough and intense. Izzy would have rather scrubbed his skin off with sandpaper 
then jumped into a vat of iodine than be there, but somehow Duff, Slash and Axl all managed to get on to the 
same page by the end of the week. Dizzy, Gilby and Matt were then called up to be brought into the 
discussion and by the end of it, it was quite possibly the most together Guns n' Roses had ever been. 


Per their agreement in Seattle Guns had at least one face-to-face meeting once a month partners only (plus 
Izzy if he felt like showing) and at least one every two months with other band members included. It allowed 
them to reconnect and keep the ship headed in the right direction despite all the outside forces. It was good 
for all of them, but mostly good for Axl who became much less tightly wound once he decided Duff and Slash 
had his back again. 


"What are you thinking about?" Axl was looking at him with a frown. 

"You." 

Axl raised an eyebrow. "You say that a lot. Doesn't it get boring?" 

Izzy tilted his head as though he had to think about it, "No." 

Axl shook his head with a smile. "Don't you know it's bad to feed my ego?" 

‘Only some parts of your ego. Other parts need a boost from time to time." 

Axl looked away for a moment then looked back at Izzy and rose from the bench. He approached Izzy in a way 
that was not unlike how one would approach a wild animal you were afraid of spooking. Izzy was pretty sure he 
wasn't the one who would spook. Even so, when Axl's gray-green eyes met his own his heart skipped a beat. 
"Are you still in love with me?" 

"Yes." Izzy replied, heartrate picking up speed. It wasn't the first time Axl had asked that question over the 
last two years, usually it was asked wryly after he had done something particularly stupid. This time, however, 
was different. After two years Izzy had plenty of time to come to terms with his feelings for Axl. Being 


friends with Axl was rough, being in love with him wasn't really all that much worse -it was impossible for Axl 


to be more infuriating and difficult than he already was. 


Axl studied him silently, his thoughts a complete mystery to Izzy. Axl would talk about anything and everything 
except for his feelings about this. He tended to shy away from the topic like a spooked horse unless he 
brought it up himself in a self-deprecating manner that allowed him to distance himself from it. But the way 
he asked the question this time. 


maybe. 

Izzy took a step forward and placed a hand on his shoulder. "Axl. Talk to me.’ 
| talk to you all the time." 

"Not about this." 

"| don't know what is in my head." 

"Best way to figure it out is by talking.” 

"It might be pretty fucking dumb." 

"When is what's in your head not?" 


Axl flashed a smile at him, the one Izzy was constantly finding himself craving, and shook his head. "Why do | 
put up with you?" 


Izzy squeezed his shoulder lightly, but didn't reply. He needed Axl to talk to him. Get this last hurdle out of the 


way. 


"| sometimes wonder." Axl began, then shook his head again, stopping himself, dropping his eyes away from Izzy 


and frowning as he weighed what he was going to say. Izzy knew to just wait him out. 


"| decided that I'm done with love. After all the shit with.. you know? | realized being alone is better than 
having to deal with all that messy shit that happens when you are in relationship. It always ends badly. Always. 
l'm just not fucking made for it. 


"Then you go and." Axl trailed off again and crossed his arms close to his body, almost hugging himself. His 
head was still tilted slightly down, but he lifted his eyes to meet Izzy's and Izzy's breath got caught in his 
chest at the intense greener than gray gaze directed at him. One of the unique to Axl things Izzy loved the 
most was his tendency to seek out eye contact when emotionally overwhelmed- something most other human 
beings who weren't wired backwards would avoid. A direct look that could be intimidating or mesmerizing 


depending on the situation 


'It scares me." Axl finally confessed, eyes not leaving Izzy's, "| am a fuck up. | know this. But no matter how 


much | piss you off, or hurt you with the things | do or how fucked up | am | have always known that you'll 


come back. But what if you won't come back now?" 

"Axl," Izzy moved his hand up to Axl's face to cradle his jaw, "I have not changed. | am still who | have always 
been" It was the complete truth. Even when he was a complete addict he was still himself- just an 
exaggerated, unpleasant version of himself. 

"Being in love changes shit. Everyone knows that." 


"It opened my eyes to shit | knew, but didn't accept, but it didn't change anything for me." 


Axl narrowed his eyes and pulled Izzy's hand down away from his face, but didn't let go of his wrist. "You want 
to fuck me now. Isn't that a change?" 


Izzy felt relief at the challenge. An Axl offended at being contradicted was better than a quietly freaking out 


one. 


"Axl, darling," he said, "Everyone wants to fuck you. | will admit, though, | didn't realize you were fuckable until 


Hollywood Rose. | can be slow on the uptake sometimes." 

Axl blinked at him for a startled second, then asked in amused disbelief, "Hollywood Rose?" 

"The end of it. Adding the bits you picked up from watching strippers on top of your intensity on stage? 
Absolute fucking turn on" It wasn't until the early days of Guns that Axl had fully turned it into a weapon, 
Izzy had always known he swung both ways, but some of their acquaintances who were 100% heterosexual 
were horrified to realize that they were actually only 999% heterosexual the few hours Axl was on the stage 


doing his thing. 


Axl closed his eyes and shook his head as though he were trying to clear the thought from his head before 
he looked up at Izzy. "All relationship I've been in always end horrifying bad. You know this better than anyone." 


"Sure," Izzy replied. "But do you want to know the difference between me and your other relationships?" Izzy 


asked. 


"You are a guy?" Axl asked with arched eyebrows, then looked Izzy up and down, "unless you got something to 
tell me? | hope you haven't spent all your Appetite checks on surgery.’ 


"No." Izzy laughed, "My dick is still there. What I'm carrying isn't the difference I'm talking about.” 
"Then what is the difference between you and my previous nuclear clusterfuck relationships." 
Izzy turned his wrist in Axl's hand so he could grasp him and pull him closer. "I know who you are." 


It was something he had forgotten for a while, but once he remembered he knew he wasn't going to forget 


again. 

In his mind's eye, Izzy could still see the strange timid boy so full of anger, hurt and kindness- so completely 
out of sync with the rest of the world. A boy who could not be told what to do, but was easily influenced. The 
person he was before he began trying to mold himself into someone he didn't hate. The person who was still 
there underneath and came through whichever personality he shrugged on to succeed. Axl needed someone 
who knew who he really was, even if he forgot it himself. 

"I am not in love with some ideal. Not in love with who | wish you would be. | know all your flaws, hell, you 
know all my flaws. This is not blind love, this is going into things fully aware, eyes wide open. Bill Bailey, William 
Rose. W. Axl Rose. It's all the same to me. The one | love is you, the man standing before me." 

Axl eyes widened and he stared at him for a long moment. Izzy wasn't sure if he was breathing. 


Fuck" He finally said. Then again, harsher, "Fuck!" 


Axl jerked way roughly and paced back to the piano, suddenly furious and looking like he wanted to break 
something. The dog whined lowly sensing the distress in the room. 


"I am not trying to force shit on you." Izzy said softly. "I know you might not feel the same. And that is fine, | 
am good with just being friends. | am just trying to figure out what is going on in your head. You will talk 
about anything- everything, but won't say shit about how you feel about this. About me." 


"How | feel about you?" Axl laughed harshly and spun around, "I know all the psychobabble bullshit about how | 


feel about you. It's always been all "pedestals" and "unhealthy", I'm sure." 

Izzy had no idea what he just said. "Axl?" 

Axl snarled and stalked forward pushing himself into Izzy's personal space. 

"What the fuck am | supposed to do when you leave after | fuck it all up?" 

‘lm not saying this is going to be any fairytale shit," Izzy said, "we both know we are both too obstinate for 
that and our past history reflects it. But we also have ample past history to show that regardless how it 
goes, one of us will get over our asshole self and come knocking on the door of the other." 

Axl stared at him for a long moment, frozen still, eyes unreadable. 

Izzy's every nerve was on high alert waiting for some reaction. Even so, he didn't even have a chance to blink 
when Axl suddenly hissed out a roughly said, "God Dammit" and hands were yanking down his head to press 


their lips together. 


It took a full second for Izzy's brain to process what happened, it took less than a second for his body to 


react instinctively and respond. For all the roughness and agitation leading up to it, it was a sweet soft kiss. 


Delicate and gentle. Izzy wrapped his arms around Axl and pulled him closer, almost afraid he'd change his mind. 


After the kiss broke Axl gently tugged on Izzy's hair. "We'll have to see how this goes," he said, resting his 


forehead against Izzy's, voice as intense as the kiss was soft, "because | am fucking in love with you too." 


The head rush Izzy got from those words was incomparable to anything he had ever felt before. He pulled Axl 


to him again for another, deeper kiss. 


Even after they broke apart the second time they stood wrapped in each other's arms. Izzy didn't want to let 
go quite yet and as long as Axl let him, he'd keep him pulled close. 


"You need to get your shit straight, though." Axl said, his gray-green eyes taking Izzy's breath away as he 


looked up at him, "I've never once come knocking on your door." 
"Never?" 
"No," Axl said, voice thick with emotion, "You always opened it before | got there." 


And lzzy knew he always would. 


